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the freak exhibits, of the scientifiC displays flap unnoticed in the breeze. There
is the sound of hammering, carrying a
long way across the barkerless grounds,
and the deeper, steadier clock-clock of
great stakes being driven into the grounds
for the tent ropes.
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Beautiful, pathetically

beautiful
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empty grandstand after the football game,
with perhaps one pennant still floating
proudly, the goalposts standing majestically at either end of the field. These
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W. L. pittman.
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sparkling,
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of light, casting reflections of red, blue,
purple, yelloW, over the walls of the room.
Thousands of dollars' worth of jewels in
one showcase. Rubies, red as blood; diamonds, glistening like the rain on steel
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sparkling like dew drops on the grass as
the sun strikes them; sapphires, as blue
as a spring sky-a
rainbow made of
jewels.
from A Jeweler's Showcase
Mary K. Breedlove.

wonderful
statues.

creations--mountains

are God's

from God's Statues
Miriam Cassaday.
The rows of marigolds and patches of
zinnias, flanked by golden-gleam nastur-

Below you is the green, soft,
velvety valley, and above you is the
majestic peak and soft baby blue sky.

tiums and callendula are now but faded
ghosts of the pageant of color that was
once theirs.
The naked, dried vines of
the morning glory that covered the fence
bear little resemblance to the sky-blue
daintiness of the blossoms in summer.
Only a few roses, persistent bloomers,
add a touch of color to the tans and the
browns of death.

Even the wind in this higher heaven is
alluringly different. It is light and fluffy
so that you can almost touch it, and its
song is one of celestial beauty.
At last
you reach the summit. Glancing around,
you are aware of proud figures of stone
reaching toward the blue heavens.
You
are truly beholding one of nature's most

from The Garden
Patr-icia Jowitt.
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